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The Life andD eath ofRic hard the Third. 


Is with a mighty power Landed at Milford, . 
fs colder Newes, but yet they muft be told. 

Rich. Away towards Salsbury,whilc we reafon here, 
ARoyall batteil might be Wonoe and loft: 

Some one take order Buckingham be brought 
To Salsbury, the reft march on withme. F/oriJh.Exeunt 


Seem Quarta. 




Enter Derby,and Sir Chrifiopher. 


Hath turn’d my fained Prayer on my head’ 

And giuen in earneft.whac I begg’d in i e ft 
Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked rr- 
Toturne their owne points in their Mafter^t? r 
Thus Margarets curfe falles heauy on mv nrri/ 0Q1Cs ' 
When he (quoth (he)ftialj fplit thy heart withV 
Remember Margaret was a Prophctefle • 0rt °w, 
Come leade me Officers to the blocke of<fi a 
Wrong hath butwrong,and blame the due oTki 

Exeunt Buckingham w £«& 

Scena Secunda. 


Der . Sir Chriftopber ,tell Richmond this from me, 

! That in the ftyc of the mod deadly Bore, 

My Sonne George Stanley is frankt vp in hold : 

If I reuolt, off goes yong Georges head. 

The fcare of that*hoId$ off my prefent ayde. 

I So get thee gone: commend me to thy Lord. 

Withall fay, that the Queene hath heartily confentcd 
He fhould cfpoufe Elizabeth hir daughter. 

But tell mCjWhcxe is Princely Richmond now ? 

Chri . At Pcnbroke,or at Hertford Well in Walej 0 
Der . What men of Name refort to him. 

Chri , Sir Walter Herbert , a renowned Souldicr, 

Sit; Gilbert Talbot , Sir U^iUtam Stanley, 

Oxford , redoubted Pembroke, Sir lames Blunt , 

And Rice ap Thomas , with a valiant Crew, 

And many other of great name and worth": 

And towards London do they bend their power. 

If by the way they be not fought withall. 

Der. Well hye thee to thy Lord : IkifTe his hand. 

My Letter will refolue him of my minde. 

Farewell, Exeunt 


Actus Quintus. Scena Trim a. 


Enter 'Buckingham with Halberds,led 
te Execution. 

Buc. Will not King Richard let me fpcake with him? 
Sher. No my good Lord,therefore be patient. 

Buc. Haflings, and Edwards children,& Riuirs, 
Holy King Henry, and thy faire Sonne Edward, 

\ Vaughan, and ail that haue mifearried 
By vnder-hand corrupted foulc iniuftice. 

If that your moody difconcented foules. 

Do through the clowds behold this prefent houre, 

Euen for reuenge mocke my definition. 

This is AU-foures day (Fellow)is it not? 

Sher. It is. 

Stec.Why then Al-foules day,is my bodies doomfday 
This is the day,which in King Edwards rime 
I wifh’d might fall on me,when I was found 
Falfe to his Clvtldren,and his Wiues Allies. 

This is the day .wherein I wilfit to fall 
By the falfe Faith of him whom moft I trufted. 

This, this AU-foules day to my fearfull Soule, 

Is the determin’d refpit of my wrongs: f ; 

That high All-fcer,which I dallied with. 


Enter Richmond,Oxford,Blunt, Herbert,^ 
others,with drum and colours. ’ 

Richm Fellowe* in Armes,and my moft l ou i ne e 
Bruis’d vnderncath the yoake ofTyrannyJ ® feD( " 
Thus farre into the bowels of the Land, ’ 

Haue wc marcht on without impediment • 

And hcerc recciuc we from our Father Stanley 
■ Lines offaire comfort and encouragement: 

The wretched, bloody,and vlurping Boar? 

(That fpoyl’d your Summer Fields,and fruitfull Vines) 
S willes your warm blood like wafh, & makeshis trough 
In your embowel’d bofomes : This fouleSwine “ 
Is now cuen in the Gentry of this ]flc, 

Ne’re to the Townc of Leicefter,as we learne: 

From Tamworth thither 3 is but one dayes march. 

' In Gods name cheerdy on, couragious Friends, 

To reape the Harueft of perpetual! peace, 

By this one bloody tryall of fiharpe Warre. 

Oxf. Enevy mans Confidence is a thouiand men, 
To fight again# this guilry Homicide. 

Her . I doubt not but his Friends will tumetovs. 
Blunt.He hath no friends,but what are friends for fear, 
Which in his deereft neede will flye from him. 

Richm. All for our vantage,then in Gods name march, 
True Hope is fwift, and flyes with Swallowcs wings, 
Kings it makes Gods,and meaner creatures Kings. 

Exeunt Omm, 

Stiter Ring Richard in *s4rmes. with Norfolke , Retchffe, 
and the Earle of Surrey, 

Rich.Hc re pitch our Tent,euen here in Bofworthfield 
My Lord of Surrey,why looke you fb fad ? 

, Sur . My heart is ten times lighter then my lookes, 

Rich. My Lord of Norfolke. 

Nor . Hecrc moft gracious Liege. 

Rich. Norfolke,wc muft haue knockes : 

Ha, muff wc not ? 

Nor « Wc muft both giuc and take my louing Ford. 
Rich . Vp with my Tenr,hecre vvil I lye to night, 
But where to morrow ? WelhalFs one for that 
Who hath deferred the number of the Traitors* 

Nor. Six or feuen thoufand is their vtmoft power* 
Rich . Why our Battalia trebbles that account: 
Befidcs,the Kings name is a Tower of ftrength, 
Which they vpon the aduerfe Fatftion want. 

Vp with the Tent: Come Noble Gentlemen, 

Let vs furuey the vantage of the ground. 

Call for fome men of found direction: 




i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i i 

801 LOl 90L 901 tOl £01 201 101 001 66 86 16 96 96 t6 £6 26 16 06 68 88 IB 98 98 t9 £8 28 18 08 6Z 8 L LL 9 L 9 L tL ZL 2 L U 0L 69 89 L9 99 99 W £9 29 1-9 09 69 89 LS 99 99 W £9 28 1.8 08 6t 


The life and death ofRichar d the Third. 

Nor chccre of Minde that I was wont to haue, 
Set it downe- Is Inke and Paper ready ? 

Rat. It is my Lord. 


Exeunt 


, ri^kei^Difcipliiw, make no delay, 

fiords, to morrow » a bufie day. 

Eater Richmond, Sir William Brandon,Ox- 
ford , and Dorfet • 

v The weary Sunnc, bath made a Golden fet, 

A„d by the bright Traft of his fiery Carre, 

Hues token of a goodly day tomorrow, 
c r william Brandon, you ftnll beatc my Standard - 
JL me fome lake and Paper in my Tent: 
m ^nAVthe Forme and Modell ot our Batwue, 
fit each Leader to his feuerall Charge, 

And part in iuft proportion our fmall Power. 

M V Lord of Oxford, you Sir William Brandon , 
favour Sir Walter Herbert iky with me: 

The Earle of Pembroke keepes his Regiment; 

Good Captaine Blunt , beare my goodnighc to him, 

Aodby the fccond houre in the Morning, 

Defire the Earle to fee me in my Tent: 

y cto nethingmore(goodCaptaine)deforme: 

Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d, do you know? 

•plant. Vnlcffe I haue miftane his Colours much, 
(Which well I am allur’d I haue not done) 

Hi, Regiment lies halfe a Mile at leaft 
Souch, from the mighty Power of the King. 

Richm. Ifwithout perill it be polfible, 

Sweet Blunt,m*ke fome good meancs to fpeak with him 
And giuc him from me, this moft needfull Note. 

Blunt. Vpon my life, my Lord, lie vndertake it, 

A D d fo God giue you quiet reft to night. 

Richm. Good night good Captaine Blunt: 

ComeGentlemcn, 

Let vs confult vpon to morrowes Bufinefle ; 

Into my Tent, the Dew is rawe and cold. 

They withdraw into the Tent. 

Enter Richard,Ratclife,N,rfolke,& (fatesby. 

Rich. What is’t a Clocke ? 

Cat. It’s Supper time my Lord,it's nine a clocke. 

King. I will not fup to night, 

Giue me fome Inke and Paper: 

What, is my Beaucr eaficr then it was ? 

And all my Armour laid into my Tent ? 

Cat. It is my Liege: and all things are in readinefle. 
Rich. Good Norfolke,hye thee to thy charge, 
Vfecarcfull Watch, choofc uufty Ccntincls, 

Her. I go my Lord. 

Rich. Srir with the Larke to morrow,gentle Norfolk. 
Her. I warrant you my Lord. Exit 

Rich. Ratchjfe. 

Rat. My Lord. 

Rich. Send out a Purfuiuant at Armes 
loStanleyt Regiment tbid himbringhis power 
Before Sun-rifing, leaft his Sonne George fall 
Into the blinde Caue of cternall night. 

Fill me a Bowie of Wine: Giue me a Watch, 

Saddle white Surtey for the Field to morrow: 

Look that my Staucs be found,& not too hcauj '.Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord. 

Rich.Siw'd the melancholly Lord Northumberland ? 
Rat. Thomas the Earle of Surrey, and himfelfc. 

Much about t^cackfimt time, from Troopc to Troope 
Went through the Army,chearing vp the Souldiers. 

King. So, I am fatisfied: Giue me a Bowie of Wine, 
Ihaue not that Alacrity of Spirit, 
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Rich. Bid my Guard watch. Lcaucme. 

Ratchjfe, about the mid ofnight come to my T ent 
And hclpe to arme me. Leauemclfay. Exit Ratchf 

Enter Derby to Richmond in hh Tent 

Der. Fortune,and Viflory fit on thy Helmc. 

Rich. All comfort that the darke night canaftoord. 

Be to thy Perfon, Noble Father in Law. 

Tell me, how fares our Noble Mother ? 

Der. i by Atcourncy, blefie thee from thy Mother, 
Who ptayes continually for Richmonds good; 

So much for that. The filent houres fteale on. 

And fhkic daskenelfe breakes within the Eaft. 

In breefe, for fo the fcafon bids vs be. 

Prepare thy Batteil early in the Morning, 

And put thy Fortune to th’Arbitrcment 
Of bloody ftroakes,and mortall ftaring Warre: 

I, as I may, that which I would I cannot. 

With beft aduantage will deceiue thet iroc. 

And ayde thee in this doubifull fhocke of Arme*. 

Buc on thy fide I may not be too forward, 

Leaft being feme, thy Brother, tender George 
Be executed in his Fathers fight. 

Farewell t the leyfure, and the fearfull time 
Cuts off the ceremonious Vowcs ofLoue, 

And ample encerchange offweet Dilcourfe, 

Which fo long fundred Friends ft culd dwell vpon: 

God giue vs leyfure for thefe rites of Loue. 

Once more Adieu, be valiant,and fpecd well. 

Riebm. Good Lords conduift him to his Regiment: 
lie ftriue with troubled noife, to take a Nap, 

Left leaden Humber peize me downe to morrow, 

When I ftiould mount with wings ofVi<5Iory: 

Once more, good night kindc Lords ; and Gentlemen. 

Exeunt. Manet Richmond. 

O thou, whofe Captaine I account my felfe, 

Lookc on my Forces with a gracious eye: 

Put in their hands thy broiling Irons of wrath. 

That they may crulh downe with a heauy fall, 
Th’vfurping Helmets of our Aduerfaries : ' 

M ake vs thy minifters of Chafticemcnt, 

That we may praifc thee in thy yi&ory: 

To thee I do commend my watchful! foule. 

Ere I let fall the windowes of mine eves: 

Sleeping,and waking, oh defend meftill. 

Enter the Ghofi of Prince Edward, Sonne to 
Henry the ftxt. 

Gh to Ri. Let me fit heauy on thy foule to morrow* 
Thinkc how thou ftab’ft me in my prime of youth 
Ac T eukesbury: Dilpaire therefore,and dye. 

Ghofi to Richm. Be chcarcfull Richmond. 

For the wronged Soules 
Of butcher’d Princes, fight in thy behaife: 

King Henries iflue Richmond comforts thee. 

Enter the Cj hoft of Henry the fixt. 

Ghofi. When I was mortall, my Annointed body 
By thee was punched full of holes; 

1 hinke on the Tower, and me: Difpaire,and dye, 

Harry the fixt, bids thee difpaire,and dye. 

To Richm. Vertuous and holy be thou Conqueror: 
Harry that prophefied thou fhould’ft be King, 

Doth comfort thee in fleepe: Liue,and flourilh. 

t Inter] 
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